FEET OF CLAY

"And he can use this again for the widow/' she said, tearing out of a
red leather frame on the chest of drawers Gabriel's photograph, which
showed him with his uniform cap lightly poised on his forehead.

The maid was carefully folding the clothes from the hanging cup-
board.

"Be quick! Hurry up!" said Sylvaine.
Gabriel's evening clothes were hanging among her dresses.
"Leave it!" she whispered; pushing the tail-coat to the back of the
cupboard.

"He's damned well not going to strut about in the tail-coat I gave
him/' thought Sylvaine. "She can buy him another. My God, how
good-looking he was in it, and how happy I thought I was ! No, no! I
won'tfcry. And what's more, I won't be scouted and trampled on like
this!"

"And you can tell him," she cried suddenly, coming back to Gilon,
"that he isn't married yet! I don't care a damn what happens! I've
got nothing to lose and nothing to fear. I'll make a pretty scandal for
him!"

Gilon had to make three journeys to carry the luggage to his car; he
was breathless and querulous.

"I shan't forget this interview!" he thought. "Well, I suppose it
could have gone worse. I've done Gabriel a damned good turn. If
she'd said all that to anyone else..."

As he was going out of the door for the last time there was a crash
of broken glass behind him. The candlestick was in smithereens on the
floor.

"An accident," said Sylvaine, who had just smashed it to relieve her
feelings.

Gilon hesitated a moment, looking at the young woman once more,
from her red halo to her velvet slippers, and decided rather late in the
day to put in a little work on his own account. He said: " Listen, my
dear child, you may perhaps feel rather lonely. I shall be in Paris for
a few days .. ."

"Oh no, Monsieur, that's really too much!" cried Sylvaine, banging
the door behind him.
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An hour earlier Sylvaine had been thinking: "When Gabriel comes
back the day after tomorrow..." And then there had been a ring at
the bell and this unknown man sitting cross-legged on her chair; and
now all was over. She was incapable of remembering exactly what had
been said during that hour. She no longer knew whether she was suffer-
ing from resentment, humiliation, or indeed from love.

Only one thing was sure: she could no longer go on living in this flat,
"But where shall I go? There isn't anywhere I want to go."
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